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Don’t  Be  a Drifter 


Don’t  be  a drifter!  Breast  the  stream 
And  struggle  for  a worthy  dream. 

Be  one  of  those  with  standards  high 
Who  dare  to  do  and  dare  to  try. 

Too  many  merely  drift  along. 

Helpless  when  danger’s  wind  grow  strong; 
Tossed  by  the  currents  here  and  there; 
Held  in  the  eddies  of  despair; 

Bruised  by  the  rocks  they  might  evade 
Were  they  not  all  too  lightly  swayed. 

Don’t  be  a drifter!  Shape  a plan 
And  have  some  purpose  as  a man. 

Be  not  content,  as  many  are. 

To  go  without  a guiding  star. 

Swayed  by  the  faithless  whims  of  chance, 
Fate’s  puppets,  at  her  nod  to  dance. 

But  in  the  distance  set  your  goal 
And  fight  for  it  with  all  your  soul. 

Keep  some  objective  worth  your  while 
Though  fortune  frown  on  you  or  smile. 

Don’t  be  a drifter!  Join  the  few 
Who  seek  life’s  real  tasks  to  do. 

Strike  out  where  deeper  water  flows. 

And  breast  the  stream  with  manly  blows. 
The  shallows  and  the  coves  beware. 

Too  many  barques  are  broken  there. 
The  rocks  and  tangled  banches  lie 
To  catch  the  driftwood  floating  by. 

But  he  who  fights  against  the  stream 
Shall  some  day  reach  his  port  of  Dream. 

— Edgar  A.  Guest. 
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Editorial 

r IS  FITTING  that  this  Number  of  the  Founders'  Four- 
Folder,  which  reaches  the  Founders  on  the  eve  of  the 
final  week  of  the  Treasure  Hunt,  should  be  dedicated  to 
our  Founder  friends  who  are  serving  in  the  foreign  field. 
The  very  name  Founder  denotes  Service.  The  true  Founder  answers 
the  call  no  matter  where  the  path  of  service  may  lead.  That  is  the 
Founder  way. 

Thousands  of  churches  all  over  the  land  are  benefitting  from  the 
leadership  of  skillfully  trained  volunteer  and  full  time  employed 
Founders.  An  increasing  number  of  Camp  trained  young  people 
are  serving  as  Instructors  and  Directors  in  the  field  of  week  day 
religious  instruction.  The  Ministry  has  received  a large  quota  ol 
camp-visioned  and  camp-trained  leaders,  and  the  numbers  are  in- 
creasing with  each  passing  year.  Allied  religious  organizations 
welcome  to  their  ranks  of  professional  workers  Founders,  who  have 
been  trained  under  the  leadership  of  the  great  group  of  outvStanding 
workers  with  youth  that  comprise  the  Headquarters,  Faculty  and 
Leadership  staffs  of  the  Foundation  Camps.  It  is  only  natural 
that  the  call  of  the  foreign  field  should  come  to  some  of  our  com- 
rades. To  leave  home,  and  friends  and  the  conveniences  and 
advantages  of  all  kinds  which  the  home  folk  enjoy  is  not  an  easy 
task.  We  honor  our  comrades  for  the  sacrifice  and  devotion  which 
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they  have  given  such  splendid  evidence  of  possessing  in  responding 
to  the  call  to  “Go  and  Teach  all  Nations.” 

Has  it  occurred  to  you  that  your  efforts  during  Treasure  Hunt 
Week  may  be,  yes  will  surely  be,  the  means  of  making  it  possible 
for  some  one  to  train  and  then  to  go  at  home  or  abroad!  Thus  shall 
your  service  multiply  itself.  You  will  not  fail. — [P.  G.  O. 


HIS  is  a facsimile  of  the  check  received  from  Eleanor 
Barlow  Marker,  a Founder  missionary  in  the  foreign 
field,  located  at  Hamadan,  Persia.  We  can  read  every- 
thing on  the  check  except  the  signature,  and  the  counter- 
signature  on  the  left  end  of  the  check.  It  was  a perfectly  good 
check,  nevertheless  and  was  good  for  five  whole  American  dollars, 
which  sum  was  turned  into  the  Camp-Conference  Budget  fund,  as 
directed  by  the  donor.  The  receipt  of  this  wonderful  gift  was  a 
complete  surprise  to  us.  Eleanor  evidently  read  of  the  needs  of 
the  Camp-Conferences  through  the  columns  of  the  Eour-Folder 
and  felt  that  she  wanted  to  help  her  Founder  friends  at  home  in  the 
big  work  we  have  undertaken  to  do.  When  you  tackle  the  final 
week  of  the  Treasure  Hunt  just  say  to  yourself  “If  Eleanor  Marker 
can  send  Five  Dollars  from  Persia  as  an  evidence  of  her  interest 
and  backing  in  the  work  of  the  Foundation  Camp-Conferences, 
I would  be  unworthy,  indeed,  to  be  known  as  a Founder  if  I did 
not  at  least  try  my  very  best  to  make  my  quota.  “IT  SHALL  BE 
DONE.” 
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Chats  with  Dad 

Poet — Pictures  of  Founders 

“ Knowledge  comes,  hut  wisdom  lingers  and  I linger  on  the 
shore 

And  the  individual  withers,  and  the  world  is  more  and 
more'"  — Tennyson, 

Founders  are  not  permitted  to  be  small,  fixed,  narrow  souls. 
Christian  neighboring  draws  us  out  of  ourselves,  making  us  part 
of  other  and  richer  personalities. 

Too  few  loyalties  are  world-wide.  Even 
Christian  love  too  frequently  checks  its  pace 
as  it  crosses  the  threshold  of  its  own  par- 
ticular church.  But  just  as  Christ  is  too 
great  to  be  the  Lord  of  a fractional  part  of 
the  individual  life;  so  the  thought  of  the 
Master  Teacher  is  the  brotherhood  of  man, 
and  all  things  prove  it. 

The  oneness  that  is  demonstrated  in  science, 
nourished  by  literature,  developed  by  com- 
merce, is  to  be  realized  in  the  love  of  God. 
Only  the  faith  and  hope  and  love  that  radiate 
from  Christ  can  bring  to  pass  what  science, 
literature,  and  commerce  foster.  Nothing  other  than  the 
Jesus  Way  can  bring  in  the  reign  of  goodwill. 

Let  us  lay  to  heart  the  truth  that  the  high  mission  of  American 
youth  is  that  it  become  a spiritual  blessing  to  the  world.  The 
Great  War  did  not  put  other  lands  under  our  influence  that  we  may 
cripple  them,  nor  that  we  should  exploit  them,  but  that  we  may 
companion  with  them. 

Ignorance  may  scoff  at  youth’s  aspirations  and  assumptions,  but 
Founders  are  proving  in  China,  Persia  and  Colombia  by  their 
sacrifice  in  service  the  loftiness  and  genuineness  of  a big  Brother’s 
hope  for  “Our  Father’s’’  far-flung  family. 

Isaiah’s  grandly  prophetic  words,  paraphrased  for  our  day,  are 
destined  to  be  hastened  in  their  fulfilment  in  all  their  amplitude 
and  splendor  by  Founder  loyalty.  “Blessed  be  Japan  my  people, 
and  Germany  the  work  of  my  hands,  and  Mexico  mine  inheritance.’’ 
— R.  A.  W. 
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her  old  camp  comrades,  has  written  her 
missionary  letter  and  message  to  her 
Founder  friends  which  appears  in  an- 
other part  of  this  issue  of  the  Four- 
Folder.  One  of  Martha’s  last  acts  be- 
fore leaving  for  China  was  to  pay  a 
farewell  call  to  her  friends  in  the  oiFce 
of  the  American  Youth  Foundation. 

Eleanor  Barlow,  of  Chicago,  is  an- 
other of  our  old  Camper  comrades  who 
is  ser\  ing  in  the  foreign  field.  Eleanor 
was  a member  of  the  Unstacandas  of 
1916.  In  1921  she  was  married  to  Rev. 
Merrel  Marker,  and  immediately  after 
the  ceremony  started ith  her  mission- 
ary husband  for  far  oft  Persia,  where 
the  Markers  are  now  serving  in  The 
American  Mission  at  Ramadan. 

Eleanor  is  in  constant  touch  with 
her  Eounder  friends  through  the  Foun- 
dation office.  Her  interest  in  the  de- 
\'elopment  of  the  plans  of  the  Founda- 
tion for  the  training  of  \oung  people 
for  Christian  leadership  is  evidenced 
by  her  voluntary  contribution  of  fi\e 
clollars  through  The  Imperial  Bank  of 
Persia  to  the  Treasure  Hunt  funds  of 
the  Camp  Conferences.  Five  dollars 
from  one  so  far  away,  and  who  per- 


Eleaiior  Barlow  Marker  on 
Her  Wedding  Day 


Martha  Whitlock  was  one  of  the  little 
group  of  Forty-Nine  girls  who  pioneered 
in  the  first  camp  of  1914.  She  received 
her  elementary  training  in  the  schools 
of  Chicago,  following  which  she  at- 
tended Wisconsin  State  University, 
from  which  she  received  her  Degree. 
After  several  years  of  Social  Settlement 
work,  Martha  became  the  Girls’  Worker 
in  the  Fourth  Presbyterian  Church  in 
Chicago,  in  which  capacity  she  served 
for  a period  of  two  years.  In  the  Fall 
of  1924,  the  Founders  Four-Folder 
recorded  the  marriage  of  Miss  Martha 
Whitlock  to  Rev.  S.  J.  R.  Ensign.  The 
Ensigns’  honeymoon  consisted  of  a 
trip  to  their  mission  station  on  the  island 
of  Hainan,  China,  from  which  point 
Martha,  or  Nigan  as  she  was  known  to 


Martha — her  Husband  and 
Chinese  Teacher 
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sonally  commands  so  little  is  a very 
considerable  gift  to  make  toward  the 
training  of  her  younger  Founder  friends 
in  the  homeland.  If  Eleanor  can  give 
five  dollars,  would  any  of  us  say  that  it 
is  asking  too  much  for  us  to  give  our  ten 
times  five?  Will  you  match  Eleanor 
proportionately  in  your  gift  of  service 
during  the  Treasure  Hunt? 

You  will  be  interested  in  Eleanor’s 
story  of  a Christmas  in  Persia,  as  re- 
lated by  her  in  another  part  of  this 
issue  of  The  Four-Folder. 

And  now  we  introduce  to  you 
“Johnny;”  Mrs.  Florence  Johnson  Ny- 
gaard  to  be  exact,  one  of  the  camp  ir- 
repressibles. We  should  tell  you  right 
away  that  “Johnny”  has  red  hair. 

Perhaps  that  added  somewhat  to  her 
vigorous  disposition.  “Johnny”  is  one 
of  that  wonderful  group  of  Founders 
from  St.  Paul.  She  is  a member  of  the 
Wigeopo  class  of  1918.  After  an  envi- 
able record  in  all  departments  of  camp  life,  Johnny  was  graduated  with  her 
class  and  soon  after  received  her  M.  R.  S.  degree  as  the  wife  of  Rev.  Nor- 
mand  Nygaard,  being  appointed  joint  missionary  to  the  South  American 
field.  After  spending  some  time  in  the  missionary  training  school  in  New 
York,  “Johnny”  and  her  husband  sailed  for  Barranquilla,  Colombia,  where 
they  have  since  been  stationed.  Almost  before  Johnny  had  reached  her 
new  home  she  started  a letter  back  to  her  Founder  friends,  and  in  it  was 
found  this  paragraph.  “The  other  day  I was  buying  a film  and  the  man 
grinned  a wide  grin  and  said  proudly  ‘Here  iss  a greenback’  as  he  gave  me 
this  U.  S.  A.  dollar  in  change,  so  I decided  the  only  thing  to  do  was  to  have 

you  drop  it  into  the  offering  at  Camp.” 
Interesting  articles  from  “Johnny”  will 
be  found  on  other  pages  of  the  Four- 
Folder.  While  Johnny  gives  her  best 
in  far  off  Colombia  won’t  you  do  your 
best  here  at  home  to  help  prepare  more 
“Johnnies”  for  leadership  work  in  the 
spread  of  the  Jesus  Way? 


Johnnie  Nygaard  and  her 
Husband 


And  here  we  have  a picture  of  Ruth 
Caldwell,  sitting  in  her  Jinrikisha, 
ready  to  start  off  on  one  of  her  journeys 
in  connection  with  her  work  as  a mis- 
sionary in  China.  Ruth’s  “runner” 
looks  like  a husky  specimen  and  we 
imagine  he  can  give  a good  account  of 
himself  both  from  the  standpoint  of 
speed  and  endurance.  Ruth’s  home  is 
in  Sheldon,  111.  She  is  a member  of  the 
old  Grailers  Class  of  1915  and  was 
graduated  from  Camp  in  1917.  The 
call  to  service  in  the  foreign  field  came 


Ruth-a-la  Jinrikisha 
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to  Founder  Ruth  and  she  answered  promptly 
and  with  her  best. 

About  a year  ago  there  came  to  the  office  of 
the  Foundation  a card  from  our  old  friend  and 
Founder  Helen  Bradley.  The  card  was  post- 
marked France,  and  conveyed  the  information 
that  Helen  was  spending  some  time  at  “The 
Institute  Biblique,  33  Grande  Rue,  Nogent- 
Sur-Marne,  France,  in  preparation  for  service 
in  French  Guinee,  in  French  West  Africa.  Old 
Wigeopos  will  recall  Helen,  as  will  also  the 
campers  of  1919-20.  Helen  spent  three  years 
in  the  Camp-Conferences  and  was  graduated 
with  her  class  of  1920.  Her  note  book  and  chart- 
ing averages  rate  her  as  one  of  the  outstanding 
campers  of  those  three  years.  The  well  wishes 
of  all  Founder  friends  go  out  to  Helen  through  this  Foreign  Service 
Number  of  the  Founders’  Four-Folder. 


Helen  Bradley 
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Camp  Merrowvista 

Lost  Brook  Glen  on 
Old  Sentinel  Mountain,  N.  H. 
Boys — June  2 8th- July  12 
Girls  (l)  July  12th-July  26th 
Girls  (2)  July  26th-Aug.  9th 


Camp  Miniwanca 

Dune  Forest  on  Stony  Lake 
and  Lake  Michigan,  Mich. 
Girls  (1)  July  26th-Aug.  9th 
Girls  (2)  Aug.  9th-Aug.  23rd 
Boys — ^Aug.  23rd-Sept.  6th 
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Adventuring  in  the  Jesus  Way  Among 
the  Colombians  of  South  America 

By  Florence  Johnson  Nygaard — Camp 
Conference  Graduate 

You  will  he  interested 
in  this  narrative  of  the  adventures 
and  experiences  of  Founder  '^Johnny"  Nygaard 
in  her  work  among  the  natives  of  Colombia,  South  America 

(Barranquilla,  Colombia) 

Dear  Founder  Friends: 

It  has  been  said  that  one 
learns  by  experience  and 
by  failures.  One  also 
learns  by  disillusionments. 
Before  we  left  New  York 
in  June,  1923,  our  Mission 
Board  told  all  of  us  new 
missionaries,  not  to  let 
anybody  ask  us  to  do  a 
single  thing  the  first  year  as  our  main  job  was  to  learn  the 
language.  We  all  nodded  our  heads  wisely  and  visioned  our- 
selves propped  up  at  a desk  memorizing  irregular  Spanish 
verbs,  etc.  However,  we  had  only  been  here  two  or  three  days 
when  my  husband  was  teaching  a class  in  the  Boys’  School  in  a 
subject  he  had  never  studied,  to  help  out  in  an  emergency  and  I 
was  teaching  songs  to  a bunch  of  little  mischievous,  blackeyed, 
dark-skinned  Colombian  boys.  After  four  months  we  were  both 
installed  as  regular  full-time  teachers  in  the  school  and  we  learned 
our  irregular  verbs  by  practicing  them  on  the  boys.  Spanish  is  a 
comparatively  easy  language  to  grasp  and  we  have  had  regular 
lessons  all  year,  and  are  still  studying  fast  and  furious  at  it. 

Of  all  the  visions  I used  to  have  about  missionary  work,  only  one 
has  lived  through  the  first  year  and  that  is  a vision  I never  had, 
namely  that  it  is  plain,  everyday  hard  work,  the  same  as  anything 
you  might  do  at  home.  Added  to  this  are  the  inconveniences  of  a 
hard  climate,  a new  language  and  people,  and  rather  poor  food. 
However,  it  has  been  a very  interesting  year  and  we  have  learned 
many  things  which  are  not  Spanish. 


A Beggar  In  The  Interior 
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I would  almost  advise  any  of  you  who  have  dreams  of  foreign 
missions  to  add  to  your  list  of  necessary  equipment,  a husband. 

Nothing  is  more 
necessary  in  a mis- 
sion station  than 
sweet,  normal  lives 
and  these  are  more 
easily  found  in  a 
home.  Living  har- 
moniously and 
sweetly  with  a 
small  group  of 
people  in  the  midst 
a foreign  land  is  a 
great  accomplish- 
ment, and  one  can 
never  realize  how 
wonderful  a husband  is  until  one  has  had  this  experience. 

All  Colombians  are  not  dark.  Here  on  the  coast  there  is  a great 
mixture  of  Negro  and  Indian  with  the  Spanish  and  for  this  reason 
most  of  the  people  have  medium  or  very  dark  skin,  even  those  of 
the  highest  class.  In  the  interior,  the  opposite  is  true.  No  trace  of 
negro  blood  is  seen  and  the  real  Spanish  type  has  been  kept  more 
pure.  Here  in  Barranquilla  in  the  poorer  homes  most  all  of  the  little 
children  run  naked,  but  if  there  is  a light-skinned  child  (and  there 
may  be  light  and  dark  in  the  same  family),  it  is  dressed  up  and 
never  seen  naked. 

Our  work  this  year  is  to  be  distinctly  evangelistic  and  I have 
begun  visiting  in  the  poorest  part  of  the  city  where  we  have  a small 
chapel.  When  we  enter  a house  we  have  to  shoo  out  the  chickens, 
pigs,  goats,  burros,  cats  and  dogs,  and  dust  off  a bit  the  one  chair 
before  we  sit  down.  The  common  denominator  of  every  home  is 
children  and  there  is  always  a swarm  of  them.  I have  been  fixing 
up  a cradle  roll  list  for  our  little  chapel  and  in  several  homes  the 
last  child  hasn’t  been  named  yet  so  when  I come  the  mother  gets 
out  the  Bible  and  the  Almanac  and  we  hunt  together  for  a pretty 
name.  Next  week  I will  start  a S.  S.  class  of  mothers  who  have 
too  many  children  to  come  on  Sunday  mornings  and  hold  it  in  the 
homes.  I expect  to  have  several  such  classes  later  on. 


Boys’  School 
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In  November  the  first  child  arrived  at  the  home  of  the  Colombian 

pastor  and  his  wife.  It  was  born 
on  Saturday  night  and  Sunday 
morning  after  S.S.,  Francisco  asked 
me  if  I wouldn’t  go  in  and  see  Clara, 
so  I went.  Both  mother  and  child 
were  all  dressed  up  to  receive  com- 
pany. The  baby  was  lying  on  a 
large  silk  cushion  on  the  bed.  He 
had  on  a pretty  (?)  dress  all  cro- 
cheted in  dark  red  silk.  His  bootees 
were  blue  with  big  blue  bows,  and 
the  most  indispensible  thing  for  a 
small  baby  here  in  this  hot  land,  a 
cap,  was  of  pink  silk,  beautifully 
embroidered.  Right  on  the  top  of 
his  little  stomach  was  a tiny  silk 
cushion,  to  match  the  cap.  I had 
all  I could  do  to  keep  from  laugh- 
ing, forthe  little  chap  was  not  yet 
a day  old. 

Last  month  we  spent  three  delightful  weeks  in  Bogota,  breathing 
COLD  air  and  eating  our  fill  of  strawberries  and  WHI PPED  CREAM , 
celery,  fresh  vegetables  and  all  the  other  things  that  are  luxuries 
after  a year  of  sticky,  hot  Barranquilla  with  its  everlasting  rice, 
fried  bananas  and  beef.  We  went  out  to  visit  Pauline  Benner-Davis 
several  times,  and  if  all  you  old  camper’s  ears  didn’t  burn  it  wasn’t 
our  fault.  Pauline  lives  in  a dear  little  house,  half  way  up  a moun- 
tain, way  out  at  one  end  of  the  city.  As  we  were  winding  up  the 
trail  to  the  house  and  puffing  because  of  the  altitude,  I realized 
what  a wonderful  spot  for  a camp  it  would  be.  From  the  front 
porch  we  could  look  way  out  over  the  Savana  to  the  surrounding 
Andean  range  and  on  clear  days  several  snow  peaks  can  be  seen. 

Bogota  is  a wonderful  old  city.  Although  the  capitol  of  the 
country  it  takes  from  ten  to  twenty  days  of  steamboating  up  the 
Magdalena  River,  and  a day  by  rail  over  the  Andes  to  the  high 
plateau  to  reach  it.  The  railroad  is  quite  a recent  improvement 
and  formerly  a good  part  of  the  trip  was  made  on  muleback.  In 
spite  of  all  this,  Bogota  has  fine  electric  tramways,  a wonderful 


Page  Ten 


The  Founders 


cathedral  with  a pipeorgan,  a number  of  modern  railroad  lines  to 
other  points  on  the  plateau,  and  department  stores  with  a ver\*  good 
assortment  of  up-to-date  things.  The  Protestant  church  is  right 
in  the  center  of  town  in  one  of  the  old  Spanish  Inquisition  Build- 
ings. It  has  been  improved,  but  if  you  look  up  at  the  ceding  you 
can  feel  the  shivers  run  up  and  down  your  spine  as  you  imagine 
the  damp,  cold,  windowless  bam  it  once  was. 

Bogota  is  said  to  have  the  finest  food  market  in  the  world.  Fresh 
vegetables  and  an  unequaled  supply  of  tropical  and  temperate 
fruits  cdl  the  year  around,  as  wed  as  an  abundance  of  gorgeous 
flowers  eveiy\s'here.  Xorman  and  I stayed  a week  after  our  mis- 
sion meeting  was  over  just  to  breathe  deeply  and  to  enjoy  it  all. 

The  river  streamers  are  quite  large  and  veiy  comfortable,  and 
whde  many  of  them  bum  od  there  are  stdl  many  wood  burning 
ones.  On.  our  trip  to  Bogota  we  had  a wood  burner  and  two  or 
three  times  a day  we  would  stop  to  take  on  wood.  Ever>’  httle 
whde  there  is  a clearing  in  the  jungles  and  rows  of  wood  are  waiting 
for  boats  to  stop  and  pick  them  up.  WTien  we  would  stop  the  cap- 
tain or  purser  would  jump  out  and  negotiate  with  the  owner  of  the 
wood  pde.  Then  about  twenU*  half  naked  peons  would  get  off  and 
begin  to  load  the  wood.  Each  one  had  a gunny  sack  made  \s-ith  a 
sort  of  hood  at  one  end,  which  he  would  place  over  his  head  and  then 
other  peons  would  pde  on  the  wood.  The  gunny  sack  helps  to  pro- 
tect the  shoulders  of  the  carrier  and  also  acts  as  a protection 
against  scorpions  or  tarantulas  which  might  be  in  the  wood. 
It  usuaUy  took  several  hours  to  load  the  wood  as  the  well  known 
slogan  of  this  land  is  “manana.” 

As  we  passed  some  of  the  towns  along  the  ways,  little  naked  boys 
would  swim  out  to  the  boat.  Many  of  the  towns  were  nearly  sub- 
merged as  the  river  was  extremely  high  this  year.  Most  of  the 
sandbanks  were  covered,  but  stdl  we  saw  our  fill  of  adigators  sun- 
ning themselves  on  the  banks  and  monkey’s  swinging  in  the  trees. 

Colombia  is  a great  land  and  there  is  a great  need  for  help  of  all 
kinds.  Its  natural  resources  are  immense,  and  in  parts  its  climate 
is  not  so  bad.  Pauline  and  I would  love  to  see  any  of  the  rest  of 
you  who  would  like  to  come. 

Lots  of  love  and  best  wishes  to  vou  all. — ^JOHNNIE  J.  NY- 
GAARD. 


Four-Folder 


Page  Eleven 


Minisino  Says: 

IF  I OUGHT—I  MUST\ 

In  our  business  we  give  our  salesmen  “Must  Quotas.”  Last 
Summer,  while  we  were  in  camp  together  you  accepted  one. 

If  every  Founder  Camper  plays  the  game 
and  puts  his  or  her  Quota  over — we  will  win. 
We  built  two  new  camps  last  summer.  We 
will  extend  them  this  year,  if  you  do  your 
part.  Only  individual  failure  can  keep  us  back. 

IF  I OUGHT— I MUSTI 

Once  only  can  we  play  the  game  for  the 
first  time.  This  is  our  first  privilege  to 
build  for  all  those  who  follow  after.  Now  the  chance  is  ours 
to  build  BIG  by  doing  our  part  without  hesitation  or  delay.  We 
GROW  by  tackling  hard  things  and  doing  them. 

During  Treasure  Hunt  Week,  keep  this  thought  before  you. — 
''The  service  I render  during  Treasure  Hunt  Week  is  riot  for  the  pur- 
pose of  gathering  money  hut  for  the  higher  purpose  of  Training  Leader- 
ship for  the  Jesus  Way.  Therefore^  I will  get  my  Quota  now — at 
once!” 

IF  I OUGHT—I  MUST\ 

Sincerely  yours, 

WILLAIM  H.  DANFORTH. 


In  the  March  Issue 

Climbing  Mt.  Washington  by  Canwicasa 
Fireside  Reflections  by  Hebe  Rece 
An  Inter  Sunday  School  Council  Field  Day  by  Okahniga 
Marriages,  Engagements,  etc.,  down  to  date 
Campers’  Letters  by  several  Founders 
All  about  the  Founders’  Medal 
Kinj  i — Dad — Minisino — ^W  adj  epi 
Ask  all  old  campers  if  they  have  renewed  their  subscriptions 
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Adventuring  in  the  Jesus  Way  Among 
the  Boys  and  Girls  of  Far-  . 

Away  Persia 

By  Mrs.  Eleanor  Barlow  Marker,  Founder -Camper  of  1916-19. 

Read  this  interesting  story  of  a 
Christmas  celebration  as  observed  by  the 
Persian  kiddies  under  the  leadership  of  our  Founder- 
Comrade  and  then  just  pause  for  a moment  to  say  another  Thank 
you"  for  the  privileges  and  advantages  we  enjoy  here  in  the  Home-land. 

Dear  Friends: 

I don’t  know  how  many  times  on 
Christmas  Day  I longed  for  you.  Would 
that  I could  have  taken  a picture  of 
each  event  as  it  took  place,  for  you  can 
not  visualize  such  things.  The  day 
opened  as  most  Sundays  do,  with  a rush. 
We  had  breakfast  to  get,  and  then  had  to 
rush  over  to  the  church. 

As  we  went  out  of  the  gate  into 
the  street,  the  charvadars  were  as 
usual  poking  their  donkeys  and  yelling  at  those  ahead  as  they 
leisurely  mosed  along,  the  beggars  were  calling  the  blessing  of 
Allah  on  all  who  would  give,  men  loafed  along  walls  and  called  out 
to  their  friends  the  same  old  greeting,  ‘‘Salam  an  allaicum,  ahvallai 
shuma  chetorast,”  barefoot  children  in  rags  hurried  through  the 
deep  snow  with  the  great  sheets  of  bread  for  the  day’s  food  folded 
under  their  arms, — all  just  like  any  other  day  in  the  week,  or 
month  or  year.  I wanted  to  shout  at  them  “It’s  Christmas,  it’s 
Christmas,”  I wanted  their  faces  to  shine  as  they  greeted  one 
another  with  the  light  of  the  Christmas  child.  Oh,  I wanted  it  to 
be  really  Christmas  in  Persia! 

We  reached  the  church  and  found  to  our  surprise  that  about  all 
the  church  had  congregated  an  hour  before  time. 

It  made  an  ideal  arrangement  for  this  country  because  the  girls 
and  women  cannot  be  seen  by  the  men  in  the  room,  and  we  could 
very  nicely  put  their  rude  benches  without  backs  along  the  side 
protected  by  the  wall  from  the  big  room.  The  other  benches  we 
squeezed  in  in  every  kind  of  order  to  make  room.  When  all  was 
ready  I took  my  place  in  the  corner  out  of  sight  of  the  audience  and 
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most  of  the  children,  but  where  the  organist,  Mr.  Allen,  could 
see  me  and  get  the  necessary  signal. 

Three  little  fellows  had  learned  the  Christmas  story  from  Luke, 
each  learning  seven  verses,  and  they  stood  up  in  the  doorway  so 
proud,  to  give  it. 

I wanted  to  weep,  they  looked  so  cold  and  undressed,  and  un- 
Christmasy!  Others  had  other  parts  to  learn  and  give,  one  a poem, 
one  a prayer,  etc.  I didn’t  blame  them  all  for  being  dirty.  There  is 
no  way  in  a Persian  house  to  heat  water  for  bath  purposes,  and  the 
public  bath  costs  too  much  for  the  children  to  indulge  too  often. 
That  means  always  clean  clothes  and  when  the  river  bank  is  frozen, 
the  women  can  only  wash  the  clothes  by  breaking  the  ice  and  using 
the  little  pond  thus  formed  as  her  tub.  They  do  not  have  the 
necessary  hand  lotion  to  soften  the  skin  after  using  their  coarse 
soap  and  ice  cold  water,  either.  I ask  you  to  try  just  for  three  days 
washing  with  laundry  soap  in  water  that  had  ice  formed  on  the 
top,  and  then  let  me  know  if  you  would  still  demand  clean  hands  and 
faces.  They  do  not  have  mittens,  and  their  poor  hands  are  always 
so  broken  and  red. 

Not  Like  Home. 

In  spite  of  my  grief  over  their  pitiful  dress,  and  my  inability  to 
give  them  a real  Christmas  such  as  I had  always  known,  I surely  was 
rewarded  by  their  joy  in  what  we  did  have.  They  had  known 
nothing  of  either  the  stockings  or  the  Testaments,  and  when  Mirza 
Yusef  after  giving  a short  prelude  began  calling  them  out  by  name 
to  receive  these  lovely  books,  some  with  red,  some  green  and  others 
blue  covers,  their  eyes  fairly  danced  with  surprise  and  joy.  They 
were  so  jubilantly  happy.  And  they  showed  their  appreciation 
by  coming  last  Sunday  with  the  precious  treasures  hugged  close  to 
their  hearts — most  carefully  wrapped  either  in  old  rags  or  some 
scrap  of  paper  they  had  horded  for  a very  special  purpose. 

This  was  our  Christmas  program  in  the  Sunday  school,  and  its 
fame  was  so  great  that  last  Sunday  we  had  nine  new  scholars. 

There  is  much  else  I would  like  to  write,  but  as  this  is  the  Week  of 
Prayer  and  meetings  every  afternoon  with  the  Persians  besides  our 
regular  work,  take  about  every  moment  we  have,  and  also  my  new 
resolution  will  not  permit  a longer  letter,  I will  close  with  the  best  of 
good  wishes  for  each  and  everyone  of  you,  and  much,  much  love. 

—ELEANOR. 
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Adventuring  in  The  Jesus  Way  Among 
the  Chinese  of  the  Island  of 
Hainan,  China 

By  Mrs.  Martha  Whitlock  Ensign,  Camp-Conference 

Graduate  1916 

In  her  letter  Mrs.  Ensign  writes 
''It  is  great  to  think  of  the  company  of 
Founders'  Four-Folders  dedicated  to  the  Jesus  Way  of  life,  and 
as  I come  to  get  acquainted  with  our  students  in  our  schools  here 
I am  sure  I can  write  you  of  some  who  are  striving  even  as  we  are  to  live  the 
Jesus  Way  and  so  make  it  known."  Island  of  Hainan,  China. 

Dear  Founder  Friends: 

The  lamp  has  been  refilled  and  I 
believe  there  is  at  least  an  inch  of 
paper.  I believe  the  impressions  to 
which  I desire  to  give  expression  are 
enough  to  exhaust  both. 

It  is  now  three  months  almost  to 
the  day,  since  our  steamer  lay  back 
of  us,  at  anchor  off  the  coast  of  Hai- 
nan, and  we,  loaded  into  a Chinese 
cargo  boat,  dipped  first  to  port  and 
then  to  starboard,  as  we  sailed  our 
devious  course  into  the  port  of  Hoi- 
how.  The  spray  washed  our  faces 
and  we  could  lick  our  lips  'and  taste 
the  salt,  a trifling  diversion  to  keep 
one’s  mind  from  the  w^ater  that  came 
over  the  sides  or  trickled  in  through 
cracks  of  hand  hewn  logs  of  the  boat. 

There  is  no  proper  harbor  in  Hainan.  Everyone  and  everything 
must  transfer  to  these  small  sailing  vessels  some  two  or  three  miles 
out  at  sea.  Last  week  a Ford  met  a mishap  and  slipped  overboard, 
they  were  trying  to  get  it  in  to  the  smaller  boat ; it’s  still  in  the  ocean. 

The  Ford  car  is  the  thing  that  has  brought  about  great  changes 
in  the  city  of  Hoihow,  yea  even  in  the  country.  We  were  indeed 
surprised  to  find  the  narrow  Chinese  streets  replaced  by  paved  auto  ’ 
roads.  Within  two  years,  the  people  holding  property  along  these 
main  streets  have  been  ordered  to  tear  dowm  their  shops  and  rebuild 


Cargo  Boat 


Four-Folder 


Page  Fifteen 


them  twenty  feet  back.  That  gives  a roadway  forty  feet  wider  than 
the  old  one  and  a long  avenue  of 
lovely  new  shops.  Property 
owners  receive  no  compensation 
for  the  land  thus  given  and  in 
addition  they  stand  the  total 
expense  of  the  rebuilding  and 
necessary  paving. 

We  may  live  on  an  Island 
“South  of  the  Sea”  and  the  “cow 
meat”  may  not  be  as  tender  as 
that  served  at  the  “Chicago 
Beach,”  but  we  do  have  lots  of 
things  that  you  cannot  have — 
sweet  corn  on  the  cob  in  Janu- 
ary, lovely  tomatoes — head  let- 
tuce, beets,  celery,  carrots  and 
what  not  from  our  own  gardens! 

We  can  even  have  ice  cream 
eight  months  in  the  year  and 
live  a quite  normal  life,  even  if 
our  butter  does  come  in  tins! 

We  have  the  only  Protestant  Mission  on  the  Island.  The  French 
have  a hospital  in  Hoihow  and  some  Fathers  carry  on  a school  and 
Catholic  work.  Just  now  our  two  interior  stations  are  closed,  due 
to  the  unsettled  conditions  which  make  the  work  very  dangerous. 
Under  normal  conditions  there  are  two  interior  hospitals  and  one  in 
Hoihow.  The  interior  stations  both  have  splendid  schools  for  boys 
and  girls  as  well  as  the  regular  church  and  evangelistic  work. 

I am  enclosing  a few  snap  shots.  One  is  of  the  church  in  Hoihow 
as  decorated  for  Christmas.  It  is  perhaps  not  according  to  our 
American  idea  of  Christmas  decorations,  but  more  interesting  for 
it  was  done  by  the  students  in  the  Bible  Institute,  young  men  of 
about  twenty,  most  of  them.  It  represents  their  ideas,  their  effort 
to  do  their  part  without  suggestion  or  supervision  of  any  foreigner. 

The  Sunday  congregation  in  the  church  is  always  interesting  to 
me.  The  men  always  sit  on  one  side,  the  women  on  the  other.  The 
attendance  always  far  exceeds  the  membership  of  the  church.  It 
is  nothing  to  have  two  times  as  many  in  the  congregation  as  there 
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are  church  members.  The  service  begins  at  eleven  thirty — at  so 
strange  an  hour  to  give  those  who  live  far  away  time  to  get  here. 
Many  and  many  a person  in  that  congregation  walks  five  and  six 

miles  to  come  and  as 
much  to  go  home 
again.  Think  of  it, 
every  Sunday!  The 
hymns  are  written  on 
large  sheets  of  cloth 
and  hung  from  the  ceil- 
ing at  the  front  of  the 
church.  Then  one  of 
the  elders  points  off  the 
characters  as  they  are 
to  be  sung.  It’s  great 
to  see  this  devout  and 
earnest  group  of  peo- 
ple. 

i\nd  when  I look  at  their  faces  and  see  how  much  it  seems  to 
mean  to  them  I think  of  the  wonder  of  it  all.  Only  forty 
years  since  the  gospel  was  first  preached  here.  No,  I should 
not  say  that,  for  there  are  three  Jesuit  graves  in  the  cemetery, 
dating  1648.  Those  indomitable  men  reached  even  here. 

Just  now  we  are  devoting  all  our  time  to  language  study  but  some 
day  we  expect  to  be  located  in  Kiung  Chow,  probably  at  the  Boys’ 
Middle  School.  Kiung  Chow  is  the  educational  center  of  the  Island. 
There  are  some  two  thousand  boys  in  schools  there.  About  two 
weeks  after  we  arrived  we  saw  most  of  them  at  a field  meet.  It  was 
a great  sight.  The.  Boy  Scout  movement  is  very  popular  and  there 
were  over  two  hundred  of  them  on  parade  that  day.  After  the  field 
meet  was  over  the  principal  of  one  of  the  Chinese  private  schools 
took  us  around  to  see  two  of  the  schools.  Their  ciass  rooms  were  in 
the  quarters  of  old  temples.  There  was  a laboratory  for  chemistry 
and  physics,  rather  meagerly  equipped  but  still  better  than  nothing. 
The  open  courts  of  the  temple  buildings  make  attractive  settings 
for  their  schools.  On  our  own  compound  we  prefer  the  convenience 
of  a simply  built  foreign  style  school  building. 

My  best  wishes  to  everyone! 

Enthusiastically, 

(Mrs.  S.  J.  R.)  MARTHA  WHITLOCK  ENSIGN. 
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“Saxie” 

Who  Also  is  Named  Ruth  Palmer 


UTH  PALMER  has  literally,  by  sheer  worth,  risen  to 
membership  in  the  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp- 
Conference  Directorate.  She  is  neither  the  oldest  nor  the 
youngest  camp  graduate,  but  entered  camp  after  the 
experiment  of  Christian  Leadership  Training  among  youth  had 
proved  itself  a valuable  and  accepted  method.  Ruth’s  entrance 
into  the  camp-enrollment  was  without  spectacular  incident.  She 
was  just  a fine,  all-round  girl  with  a hidden  and  un-suspected 
capacity  for  big  things  in  girl  leadership.  She  grew,  expanded, 
“caught  the  vision”  and  came  into  her  own  to  the  joy  of  her  camper 
friends. 

For  fear  you  are  not  reading  with  understanding  eyes,  we  are 
speaking  about  “Saxie,”  who  in  a few  places  that  demand  undue 
formality  is  known  as  Ruth  Palmer.  With  that  very  necessary 
explanation,  we  proceed  to  chronicle  “Saxie.” 

“Saxie”  was  born,  not -with-standing  the  “heroine-worship”  that 
enshrouds  her  as  the  result  of  a camp  legend  that  she  is  really  the 
daughter  of  Neptune,  in  St.  Paul  on  October  5,  1901.  You  can  see 
she  is  too  young  to  be  a goddess  of  mythical  origin  and  anyway 
she  would  rather  be  a “Gopher.”  To  further  dissipate  the  legend, 
she  did  not  learn  to  swim  before  the  year  1916  or  fifteen  years  after 
her  birth,  and  then  accidently  on  account  of  falling  into  an  un- 
acquainted lake.  Maybe,  after  all,  Neptune  was  calling  her,  for 
with  determined  effort  she  realized  her  birthright  and  classified  as  a 
Mermaid  of  the  first  order — but  without  scales  as  she  insists  on 
being  a “Gopher”  even  in  the  aqua  pura. 

As  a child  “Saxie”  played  on  a farm  and  was  chum  to  her  brother, 
which  fact  gives  him  some  prestige.  She  milked  cows,  chopped 
wood,  sewed  on  buttons,  climbed  trees  and  painted  fences  with 
red  carriage  paint.  She  had  a beautiful  time  on  the  farm  and  raised 
all-known  farm  products,  including  “Cain.”  A city-born  child,  she 
was  reared  on  the  soil — to  later  on  live  in  the  water! 

“Saxie”  really  began  to  register  for  the  future  on  her  entrance  into 
High  School.  Her  farm-hardening  process  shaped  her  physically 
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and  mentally  for  athletics  and  when  Basketball  was  introduced 
into  High  School  as  a girls’  sport,  “Saxie”  began  her  claim  to  be  a 
Founder.  It  was  here  also  that  she  made  her  official  debut  wdth  the 
Saxophone.  With  nothing  but  the  curtain  behind  her  and  the 
adoring  high-school  public  before  her,  “Saxie”  hugged  the  saxo- 
phone and  played  the  great  god  Pan  “in  the  reeds  by  the  river.” 
Even  then  her  best  efforts  were  associated  with  water.  Her  play- 
ing was  a great  success  but  she  yet  remained  Ruth  Palmer  and  it 
was  not  until  she  had  become  a camper  and  stood  upon  the  hillside 
with  her  saxophone  at  eventide  that  she  was  baptized  into  camp 
comradeship  by  Kinji  as  “Saxie.” 

High  School  days  in  memory,  she  entered  Minnesota  “U”.  Here 
she  majored  in  and  was  graduated  in  Physical  Education.  She 
made  her  “M”  by  piling  up  a thousand  points  in  athletics.  She 
earned  her  way  through  the  University  by  teaching  physical  educa- 
tion in  a well-known  Club  in  St.  Paul.  In  University  circles  “Saxie” 
was  a doer.  A member  of  Sigma  Kappa,  President  of  the  “Y,” 
Freshman  member  on  the  Student  Council,  President  of  her  Junior 
and  Senior  Class  group  and  member  of  the  All-University  Woman’s 
Glee  Club,  “Saxie”  contributed  to  Minnesota  history.  A year  ago, 
she  became  a “Gopher”  alumnus. 

The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Conferences  are  a part 
of  “Saxie.”  They  gave  her,  her  new  name — ^the  significance  of 
which  grows  with  the  years.  “Saxie”  means  helping  others  with  the 
talent  one  has.  Is  not  that  just  “Saxie”  as  you  know  her,  all  over! 
Whether  on  the  hillside,  in  the  water  or  just  anywhere,  Ruth  was 
always  helping.  As  a camper  it  was  true,  as  the  Camp  Medal 
testifies.  As  a Leader,  Member  of  Headquarters’  Staff,  Assistant 
Aquatic  Director,  Aquatic  Director  and  Member  of  the  Camp 
Directorate,  it  is  just  as  true.  “Saxie”  is  not  only  a Founder,  she  is 
the  comrade  and  leader  of  Founders. 

Stray  into  the  Central  “Y.  W.  C.  A.,”  one  of  these  days,  in 
Minneapolis  and  ask  for  Miss  Ruth  Palmer.  The  reply  at  the  desk 
will  be,  “you  mean  our  Specialist  in  Physical  Education?”  On 
your  affirmative  answer,  you  will  be  admitted  to  see  “Saxie” — 
“on  the  floor  or  by  the  pool.”  But  it  will  be  the  “Saxie”,  you  know, 
and  busy  as  ever  living  up  to  the  beauty  of  her  name — “helping 
others  with  the  talent  one  has.” — ^J.  L.  A. 
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To  “Saxie” 


The  obligation  each  member 
of  society  owes  to  society 
and  herself  is  to  use  to  the 
limit  one’s  gifts  and  by  so 
doing  increase  one’s  capacity  for 
service. 

“Saxie,”  you  have  proved  your 
right  by  your  life  to  be  rated  as  a 
good  member  of  society,  for  ever 
and  anon  you  have  striven  “to 
be  your  own  best  self  all  the 
time.” 

The  beauty  of  it  all,  “Saxie,”  is 
not  that  you  “have  already  at- 
tained” but  that  capacity  is  still 
yours  to  achieve.  The  climb  that 
you  have  loved  so  far  and  with 
such  keen  zest  is  only  the  altitude 
of  the  foothills.  Yonder,  before 
you  lies  the  Peak  and  “the  shining 


Wherever  Founder- Campers 

meet  or  roam  or  camp  your  name 
of  “Saxie”  will  be  part  of  the 
Founders’  tradition.  Wherever 
you  meet  Founder-Campers,  it 
will  be  with  your  old,  winsome 
leadership.  Before  you  stretches 
“The  Way”  and  at  its  end  “The 
Prize.”  The  joy  of  the  adventure, 
however,  will  still  be  your  name — 
“Saxie,”  “helping  others  with  the 
talent  one  has.” 


5 


sea. 


MISS  RUTH  PALMER 


REV.  EDWARD  H.  BONSALL,  JR 
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To  Okiya 


Edward  h.  bonsall, 

Jr.,  you  are  of  that  select 
few  the  least  of  whose 
life  is  measured  by  physical 
existence. 

Your  joy  is  to  be  useful. 

Your  wealth  is  an  unblem- 
ished character. 

Your  heart’s  blood  you  have 
poured  into  the  channels  of 
youth’s  ennobling. 

What  is  called  a career  you 
have  deliberately  put  aside 
that  the  souls  of  those  coming 
after  may  have  a better  chance 
to  live. 

Yours  is  an  example  of  sleep- 
less energy,  of  inflexible  faith- 
fulness, of  indomitable  resolu- 
tion, of  iron  purpose  and 
tenacity. 

Your  sovereign  insight  into 
intrinsic  worth  has  provoked 
numberless  boys  and  girls  to 
answer  with  the  best  that  is 
in  them. 


Helpful  comrade,  we  hail 
you  as  Okiya! 
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“Okiya” 

Who  also  is  named  Edward  H,  Bonsall,  Jr. 

HERE  is  unique  genius  in  a man  who  can,  month  after 
month,  extend  the  program  of  religious  education  among 
the  young  people  of  county  after  county  until  it  dominates 
the  greatest  of  all  Sunday  School  states.  But  like  the 
green  bay  tree  this  program  grows  and  spreads  with  ever  increasing 
power,  and  only  a great  leader  with  a friendly  soul  could  call  out 
such  loyalty  and  love  in  the  upholding  of  his  hands. 

Like  the  green  bay  tree  himself  Edward  H.  Bonsall,  Jr.  stands 
fixed  and  staunch.  He  has  the  most  definite  ideas  of  what  he  is 
doing  and  why  he  is  doing  it.  No  religous  worker  has  a higher 
ideal  of  service  to  his  day  and  to  the  morrow  and  none  has  a firmer 
hold  upon  himself  and  his  task.  Single  of  purpose,  the  line  once 
drawn  he  hews  to  it,  letting  the  chips  fly  where  they  may.  His  is 
the  ideal,  his  the  will,  his  the  doing. 

No,  there  is  nothing  narrow  or  little  or  weak  about  the  genial 
leader  of  Pennsylvania’s  young  people’s  work.  His  world-sized 
ideal  of  religious  education  is  illumined  by  a great  spirit.  To  him, 
the  truly  Christian  person  is  the  one  whose  work  is  as  holy  as  his 
worship,  his  home  as  sacred  as  his  church,  his  week-days  and  Sun- 
days all  alike  God’s  days.  What  is  universal  speaks  out  from  his 
life, — in  homely  utterance,  it  may  be,  or  in  words  that  burn  and 
sparkle  like  the  lightning’s  fiery  flash. 

It  is  hard  to  resist  an  influence  such  as  his,  yet  so  modest  is  he 
that  few  of  his  associates  know  his  life-story.  Everybody  is  aware 
that  ‘‘Bonnie”  comes  from  a Philadelphia  family,  but  that  his 
father  was  the  pioneering  genius  in  founding,  and  maintaining  in  its 
early  years,  the  Brotherhood  of  Andrew  and  Philip,  is  not  so  well 
known.  And  who  among  his  host  of  friends  is  aware  that  in  the 
years  following  his  start  in  life  on  August  14,  1888,  he  attended  the 
Episcopal  Academy  at  Philadelphia,  and  afterwards  Harvard,  where 
he  received  his  A.  B.  in  1909,  the  Philadelphia  Divinity  School 
with  its  S.  T.  B.  in  1912,  and  the  University  of  Pennsylvania  where 
an  A.  M.  was  conferred  upon  him  in  1914? 

A wife,  as  devoted  as  “Bonnie”  himself  to  the  religious  education 
program,  and  three  children  growing  up  in  the  fourfold  ways  of  life, 
make  up  the  Bonsall  home  at  Swarthmore,  Pa. 
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Professionally  he  has  been  rector  of  but  one  church — St.  Stephens 
Episcopal  at  Clifton  Heights,  Pa.,  from  1912  to  1922.  Since  1922 
his  'larger  primary  parish  has  been  the  Keystone  State,  with  an 
ever  enlarging  influence  in  the  work  of  a continent. 

The  young  people’s  camp-conference  idea  has  received  the  benefit 
of  Mr.  Bonsall’s  best  thinking  and  his  sacrificial  service.  He  has 
been  a teacher  and  questionnaire  interviewer  in  the  Foundation 
Camp-conferences  almost  from  the  beginning,  and  since  becoming 
the  head  of  the  Pennsylvania  young  people’s  work  he  has  established 
state  camp-conferences. 

All  this,  and  more,  “Bonnie”  has  done  as  unobtrusively  as  he 
could.  During  the  World  War — the  period  of  biggest  headlines  on 
everything — he  gave  himself  without  stint  to  the  home  loans  and 
groans,  regardless  of  race,  color,  or  creed.  Who  can  believe  that 
Okiya,  the  helper  knows  what  it  is  “to  play  safe”  to  practice  oppor- 
tunism, to  pose,  or  to  seek  flattery? 

What  this  great  world  needs  is  more  green  bay  trees  like  Edward 
H.  Bonsall,  Jr.!— R.  A.  W. 


First  Younger  Girls’  Gamps 

Open  for  girls  from  twelve  to  fifteen  years  of  age! 


Camp 
Miniwanca 

Dune  Forest  on 
Stony  Lake  and 
Lake  Michigan  . | 

June  28 — July  26  i 

The  time  to  plan  a vacation  is  in  the  Winter  when  you  are  five 
or  six  months  away  from  vacation  time.  Why  wait  until  summer 
is  here  before  you  begin  to  “have”  your  vacation.  Pass  on  this 
idea  to  some  friends  who  have  a daughter  of  eligible  age  for  the 
Younger  Girls’  Camp,  so  that  your  little  friend  may  begin  to  ex- 
perience now  the  joys  of  anticipation.  You  know  what  it  means 
to  “look  forward”  to  camp.  One  camper  sent  in  six  reservations 
last  week.  Capacity  limited  to  100. 


Camp 

Merrowvista 

Lost  Brook  Glen 
on  Sentinel  Moun- 
tain 

August  9-Sept.  6 
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HE  Interdenominational  Student  Conference  held  in 
Evanston,  Illinois  during  the  Christmas  holidays fjwas 
easily  the  most  outstanding  conference  of  December. 
Other  gatherings,  conferences  and  committee  meetings 
were  held  during  December,  but  whereas  they  were  busy  riveting 
the  status  quo  and  seeking  new  devices  to  protect  established  inter- 
ests, the  Student’s  Conference  was  to  the  best  of  its  ability  facing 

and  seeking  truth  for  its  own  sake.  The 
The  best  report  of  the  Student’s  Conference  is 

Interdenominational  without  a doubt  Dan  B.  Brummitt’s 
Student’s  Conference  editorial  in  the  Northwestern  Christian 
and  its  Attitude  Advocate  of  January  seventh.  In  his 
to  Everyday  review,  he  calls  attention  to  the  topics 

Problems  discussed.  These  were  “the  social  ideals 

of  the  church;  the  social  practice  of  the 
church;  the  union  of  Christendom  on  a non-doctrinal  basis ;the 
spirit  of  Jesus  in  industry,  politics,  race,  international  relations; 
war;  poverty;  the  Christian’s  larger  patriotism;  the  conflict  between 
the  profit  motive  and  the  creative  spirit  in  the  provision  of  goods 
and  services.”  Mr.  Brummitt’s  article  goes  on  to  say,  “of  all  the 
friendless  waifs  mentioned  during  the  three  days  denominationalism 
came  first;  militarism  was  a bad  second.”  Commenting  on  de- 
nominationalism Mr.  Brummitt  remarks  that  he  missed  the  usual 
topics  of  denominational  gatherings,  such  as  “The  debt  ot  America 

to  ism”  “The  doctrinal  basis  of  Protestantism”  “The 

menace  of  Mormonism”  “The  place  of  ritual  in  worship”  and  other 
favorites.  Seven  hundred  and  fifty  delegates  from  nearly  a hundred 
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and  fitly  universities  and  colleges  “had  no  conscious  theological 
basis.  They  were  ready  to  eliminate  all  credal  tests  for  church 
membership,  and  to  admit  into  Christian  fellowship  any  person 
seeking  to  follow  the  Christian  way  of  life.”  Mr.  Brummitt  prophe- 
sies that  the  conference  “will  have  a salutary  effect  on  many  a 
church’s  lawmaking  body.” 

The  Interdenominational  Student’s  Conference  findings  regis- 
tered a fine  disregard  for  denominational  differences  and  official- 
dom. It  is  a fair  sampling  of  student  sentiment  as  regards  organized 
religion.  It  is  an  accurate  interpretation  of  the  thought  of  the 
young  people  of  America  and  their  indifference  to  and  contempt  for 
overhead  religion.  In  connection  with  this  general  thought,  it  is 
good  to  read  the  Christian  Century  of  December  31st,  Section 
VI  of  the  article  “A  Momentous  Decade”  comments  on  the  appre- 
ciable lessening  of  communal  respect  for  the  institution  of  denomi- 
nationalism.”  It  further  adds  “the  decade  has  witnessed  an  in- 
creasing unreadiness  to  accept  a gospel  manufactured  at  any  sort 
of  headquarters  or  to  allow  any  ecclesiastical  office  holders  to  set 
metes  and  bounds  for  the  interests  and  operations  of  the  churches. 
A whole  body  of  fellowships,  commissions,  brotherhoods  and  the 
like  have  sprung  up,  devoted  to  the  emphasizing  of  issues  and 
truths  which  the  official  agencies  of  the  church  are  held  to  have 
failed  to  emphasize.”  It  goes  on  to  point  out  that  the  old  mass 
convention  trick  of  bringing  big  crowds  together  to  receive  official 
pronouncements  is  a thing  of  the  past  and  that  the  serious  group 
— the  forum  and  study  class — at  home  actually  directs  the  conven- 
tion enthusiast  in  practical  objectives.  This  is  elaborately  dealt 

with  in  an  article  in  the  “Unity  Messen- 
Current  Articles  ' ger”  (The  Community  Churchman)  of 
by  Outstanding  October,  1925.  The  article  is  “The  Decay 

Religious  Magazines  of  Denominationalism”  and  is  the  clearest 
that  throw  presentation  to  date  of  the  growing  desire 

Side  Lights  for  unity  based  on  non-doctrinal  Christian 

on  the  View-Points  fellowship  and  Christian  living.  The 
of  the  writer  notes  the  death  of  a thousand 

Student’s  Conference  denominational  churches  in  Ohio  within 

a few  years  and  the  growing  deficits  in 
missionary  treasuries.  He  chronicles  also  the  extensive  retrench- 
ment in  all  denominational  board  enterprises  and  the  growth  of  the 
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state  universities  as  against  the  denominational  college!  At  some 
length  the  idea  of  the  ‘‘Inclusive  Church”  is  stressed  and  the  trend 
of  the  community  church  movement  with  its  steady  growth  is 
pointed  out  as  growing  in  popularity  with  the  laymen  everywhere. 
Federations  of  churches  are  regarded  as  the  effort  of  local  groups 
to  reform  the  denominations  in  their  local,  community  activity 
and  these  federations  are  expected  to  do  much  good,  although  the 
“Big  Five”  denominations  control.  The  Federation  idea,  however, 
is  regarded  as  the  effort  of  denominationalism  to  save  itself  and  the 
present  feverish  activity  of  denominational  officials  is  looked  upon 
as  the  peak  effort  to  maintain  denominational  prestige.  Leaders 
of  youth  in  trying  to  catch  the  spirit  of  America’s  young  people  in 
matters  of  religion  will  do  well  to  read  and  study  the  above  articles 
and  to  keep  in  touch  with  the  Community  Churchman  of  Butler, 
Indiana  and  The  Christian  Century  of  Chicago. 


The  Rectoral  address,  delivered  at  St.  Andrews  University  by 
J.  M.  Barrie,  the  creator  of  Peter  Pan  and  other  whimsical  com- 
edies has  been  published  by  Charles  Scribner’s  Sons  of  New  York. 
It  is  not  a new  publication,  dating  as  it  does  1923,  but  it  is  a great 
little  book  for  the  Leader  of  Youth  Bookshelf.  In  these  wonderful 
days  of  adjustments,  re-evaluations  and  new  discoveries,  the  theme 
of  the  book  is  an  inspiration.  Courage,  the  fundamental  char- 
acteristic of  youth  is  a fit  topic  for  discussion  with  students  and  all 
those  who  have  their  faces  to  the  dawn,  “hoping  for  the  great  de- 
liverance.” Barrie  in  his  address  tells  of  Henley  going  to  Lister 
with  the  forlorn  hope  of  saving  a badly  hurt  foot  and  that  while 
there  during  a period  of  twenty  month’s  pain  and  the  desperate 
business  of  lying  on  his  back  for  a cure,  he  wrote: 

“7  am  the  master  of  my  fate , 

I am  the  captain  of  my  soul. 


Under  the  bludgeonings  of  change 
My  head  is  bloody  but  unbowed.'" 

The  address  is  a fine  whimsy  full  of  hard  sense,  beautiful  imagery 
and  glorious  inspiration.  It  is  the  element  most  needed  by  all  those 
interested  in  youth  as  move  after  move  is  being  made  on  the  chess 
board  of  religious  education  for  a working  program  that  has  a chance 
of  meeting  need  under  well-defined  control.  To  such  as  look  for  the 
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“redemption  of  Israel,”  Barrie  is  opportune,  especially  when  he 
quotes : 

Fight  on  my  men,  says  Sir  Andrew  Barton, 

I am  hurt,  hut  I am  not  slaine: 

• ril  lie  me  down  and  bleed  a while. 

And  then  Fll  rise  and  fight  again F 

Two  other  little  books  should  be  added  to  the  Bookshelf  this 
month.  These  are  Youth  Organized  for  Religious  Education  by 
Cynthia  Pearl  Maus  and  Agencies  For  The  Religious  Education  of 
Adolescents  by  Harry  C.  Munro. 

The  Standard  Teacher  Training  Course 
Courage  by  J.  M.  units  offered  by  the  Denominations  in- 

Barrie  eludes  a series  of  Third  Year  Specialization 

texts.  These  units  are  subdivided  into 

Youth  Organized  Intermediate,  Senior  and  Young  People 

for  Religious  Educa-  classifications.  Quite  a few  workers  among 
tion — Maus  young  people  (12-24)  rightly  sense  that 

the  subdivision  is  too  fine  and  have  re- 

Agencies  for  the  quested  a treatment  of  subject  matter  for 

Religious  Education  the  entire  period  of  adolescence.  The 
of  Adolescents  above  texts  are  an  answer  to  this  demand. 

— Munro  Miss  Maus,  who  always  has  some  worth- 

while thing  to  offer  in  the  field  of  young 
people’s  work,  presents  a book  for  teacher  training  purposes  on 
organization  and  administration  for  the  period  of  adolescence,  of 
which  four  chapters  deal  with  organization  and  administration, 
three  on  young  people  principles,  two  on  program-building  and 
one  chapter  of  a general  character  looking  towards  leadership  and 
cooperation.  The  text  shows  haste  of  preparation  and  a lack  of 
correlation  between  the  class  and  the  department,  ,which  latter 
is  treated  from  a sixteen  to  twenty-four  year  view- point.  The  uni- 
fied and  correlated  program,  which  should  clear  through  a group- 
age  department  of  the  church  is  strong.  Miss  Maus  well  served 
young  people’s  work  in  the  local  church  in  her  treatment  of  this 
subject  and  we  only  wish  that  some  discussion  of  graded  depart- 
ment responsibility  in  administration  might  have  been  included. 
The  text  should  be  welcomed  as  an  advance  step  among  the  teacher 
training  specialization  units.  Mr.  Munro’s  book  is  a well  planned 
attempt  to  cover  the  religious  educational  agencies  of  the  adoles- 
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cent  period.  It  is  broad  and  generous  in  its  scope  and  should  be 
very  helpful.  The  chapter  on  '‘A  Correlated  Church  Program” 
should  be  studied  with  Miss  Maus’  chapter  on  ‘‘Correlation  of 
Organizations.”  Mr.  Munro’s  chapter  on  “Relation  of  Agencies 
to  Unified  Program”  is  well  worth  reading.  Sometime  we  may 
be  treated  to  a presentation  of  a Christ-Youth  centered  program 
that  is  church-correlated  but  which  clears  through  numerous  agen- 
cies, fitted  by  experience  and  technique  to  secure  better  results 
than  through  a time-pressed,  partially-trained  volunteer  leader 
with  a small-knowledge  church  organization  tool.  Both  texts 
should  be  largely  used,  the  only  regret  being  that  the  bibliographies 
recommended  do  not  include  well-known  books,  not  published 
by  denominational  houses.  Denominational  consumption  may  be 
the  reason  for  this,  although  we  are  sorry  for  the  weakness  thus 
evidenced. 


The  local  church  has  been  engaging  the  attention  of  our  young 
people  in  a pretty  big  way  lately.  The  programs  of  work  that 
reach  us  with  their  enthusiastic,  accompanying  letters  completely 
voice  the  belief  of  youth  in  the  church  and  its  loyal  participation 
in  its  activity.  Armistice  Sunday  was  a red-letter  day  in  the  Third 
Church  of  Rochester,  New  York.  “Bob”  Lundy,  the  Associate 
Boys’  Work  Director  of  this  great  Presbyterian  group  reports  a 
full  program  of  activity  and  adds  that  the  camp-conference  trained 
young  people  are  its  leaders.  The  church  calendar  certainly  shows 
no  idle  nights  or  hours  in  its  weekly  schedule.  The  Fathers  and 
Sons  Dinner  plays  a big  part  in  this  Rochester  church  to  cement 
family  relationships.  In  this  connection,  “Dad” 
Young  People  Waite  brings  a lot  of  news  from  the  House  of  Hope 
are  Busy  Presbyterian  Church  of  St.  Paul.  This  is  the 

at  Work  church  that  has  Ray  Fletcher  as  its  Religious  Edu- 

in  the  cational  Director.  “Dad”  was  recently  the  speak- 

Local  Church  er  at  the  Father  and  Son  Banquet  at  the  House  of 
Hope.  The  program,  in  colors,  is  a challenge  to 
finer  home  relationships.  A church  can  make  the  Father  and  Son 
idea  a big  paying  asset  and  the  House  of  Hope  knows  how.  Note 
its  invitation  as  sent  to  the  men  of  the  church  for  the  dinner.  “It’s 
only  a step  from  boyhood  to  manhood.  We  are  boys  but  a few  days ; 
men,  a long  time.  What  one  becomes  in  this  second  stage  depends 
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much  on  what  he  carries  over  the  line.  Those  already  over  can 
help  the  boy  get  ready.  I.et’s  pull  together.” — Henry  Chapman 
Swearengen.  The  pastor  of  a church  can  mobilize  his  men  about 
the  needs  of  the  church’s  boys,  when  other  means  would  fail.  A 
genuine  church  interest  in  its  boys,  even  in  these  modern  days, 
would  make  the  church  building  headquarters  for  the  fellows,  and 
parents  looking  for  their  sons  would  not  need  to  be  surprised  as 
Mary,  when  she  found  Jesus  in  the  temple.  Great  churches  like  the 
above  two  and  the  Newton ville  M.  E.  church  (Massachusetts) 
are  making  their  buildings  Boy  centers  for  the  community.  Hayden 
L.  Stright  is  the  Director  of  Religious  Education  and  A.  D.  Parker 
is  the  pastor  of  the  Newton  ville  organization,  which  is  carrying  on 
a complete,  modern  program  of  young  people’s  work  that  is  domi- 
nantly religious  in  every  detail.  A complete  correlation  between 
the  worship  themes  of  the  Young  People’s  Department  on  Sunday 
morning,  and  the  topics  for  discussion  in  the  Epworth  League  has 
been  effected.  A year’s  correlation  is  announced  in  the  eight  page 
booklet,  entitled  “Program  for  Young  People  of  The  Newton  ville 
Methodist  Episcoal  Church  for  1925-1926.”  In  these  days  of  seem- 
ing criticism  by  students  and  young  people  of  the  denomination, 
it  is  refreshing  to  remember  that  youth  finds  its  best  life  and  growth 
in  the  church.  Wherever  the  church  is  living  its  opportunity  this 
is  true,  with  the  result  that  the  youth  of^he  community  is  organ- 
izing itself  about  the  churches.  J.  L.  A. 


Don't  get  Hung  up 

on  some  other  job  during 
Treasure  Hunt  Week.  “First 
things  First”  is  the  big  motto. 
Kick  down  your  fences  and 
make  your  quota.  Your 
Tribe  and  Your  Tent  Group 
cannot  win  without  your 
help.  IT  SHALL  BE  DONE! 
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Adventure  in  the  Jesus  Way  in  French 

West  Africa 

A few  paragraphs  from  a letter 
from  Helen  Bradley,  Camp- Conference  Graduate 

MONG  the  many  and  varied  duties  which  are  ours  (and  it 
really  is  a privilege  not  a duty)  is  the  most  interesting  one 
of  visitation  among  women.  I wish  I could  take  you  with 
us  on  one  of  our  morning  tours  through  a group  of  huts.  Your  eyes 
would  pop  out  more  than  once  with  wonder  upon  seeing  scenes 
which  I cannot  take  time  to  describe.  We  leave  the  Compound 
about  seven  thirty  in  the  morning — not  a very  fashionable  hour 
for  calling,  Fll  admit,  but  the  most  practical  one  for  us,  for  it  is  at 
this  hour  that  we  are  most  likely  to  find  the  women  in  their  yards. 
A little  later  they  start  out  for  the  market  to  buy  their  provisions, 
or  they  are  off  to  the  farms  to  work.  Oh  yes,  the  women  do  the 
hard  manual  labor  here.  The  men  believe  that  the  women  are  in 
the  world  to  work,  and  their  business  is  to  see  that  the  women  do  it. 
When  a woman  does  not  want  to  work,  or  is  sick  and  can’t  work, 
the  man  will  use  stringent  means  (with  a whip)  to  inform  her  that 
it  is  her  duty  to  work  and  not  loaf.  Whereas  the  men  will  sit  out- 
side of  their  huts  all  day  long  and  commune  with  nature,  or  walk 
the  streets  displaying  their  flowing  robes  with  all  the  pride  and 
egoism  of.  which  the  human  heart  is  capable.  It  is  said  that  each 
black  woman’s  “trousseau”  includes  a switch  which  her  husband 
has  perfect  right  to  use  on  her.  Truly  the  lot  of  these  poor  black 
women  is  Very  hard.  Our  hearts  go  out  to  them  in  pity  and  com- 
passion as  we  see  them  in  their  misery  and  suffering. 

The  children  flock  around  us  and  in  going  from  hut  to  hut  we 
acquire  quite  a body  guard  of  inquisitive  little  natives  who  follow 
us  to  see  what  is  going  to  happen.  Often  one  a little  bolder  than 
the  rest  will  run  up  and  touch  our  arms  and  our  clothes  and  then 
dash  away  for  fear  of  being  scolded  or  perhaps  they  think  we  are 
dangerous  and  will  bite.  I suppose  they  find  it  hard  to  believe  that 
we  are  human  and  are  made  of  flesh  and  blood  just  as  they  are. 
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The  Legend  of  El  Dorado 

The  Golden  One 

As  told  by  Mrs.  Florence  (Johnny)  Nygaard 

N the  earliest  days  of  the  Spanish 
conquist adores  and  explorers  the 
coasts  of  all  northern  South  America 
were  visited  by  the  Spaniards.  In 
their  gold-thirsty  madness  they  entered  the 
land,  pushing  back  the  Indians,  bartering  with 
them,  cheating,  mistreating,  capturing  and 
killing  them,  until  at  last,  in  desperation  to 
rid  the  land  of  them,  the  Indians  would  tell 
them  the  tale  of  El  Dorado,  the  Golden  One, 
who  could  be  found  away  back  across  the 
mountains.  Some  told  of  his  houses  and 
lands,  all  golden  they  were ; others  told  of  the 
man  himself  whose  very  body  glistened  with 
gold  in  the  sun  and  wherever  he  went  he  transformed  whatever  he 
touched  into  gold. 

The  story  of  El  Dorado  traveled  like  lightening  among  the 
Spaniards.  It  flashed  back  to  Spain  and  soon  all  over  Europe 
courageous,  daring  men  were  starting  out  to  search  for  this  wonder 
man.  And  so  it  happened  that  three  strong  men,  great  men  in  their 
European  fatherlands,  set  out  to  find  El  Dorado.  One,  a German, 
landed  in  Venezuela,  and  the  other  two,  Spaniards,  landed  in  Peru 
and  in  Colombia.  Each  of  them,  with  no  knowledge  whatever  of 
the  other  two,  set  forth. 

Up  rivers,  over  mountains,  through  swamps,  they  pressed  on, 
the  desire  ever  alive  within  them.  Their  companions  died  of  fevers 
or  were  killed  by  wild  beasts,  but  still  the  three  Cohquistadores 
pushed  forth  and  every  night  they  sought  their  guide  in  the  heavens, 
the  Cross  of  the  South,  which  to  each  of  them  was  a symbol  of  their 
faith  and  the  guide  of  their  pilgrimage. 

Months  later,  on  a high  plateau  surrounded  by  mountains  in  the 
interior  of  Columbia  the  three  men  met.  At  first  they  made  ready 
as  if  to  fight,  but  discovering  their  object  and  their  guide  to  be 
one,  they  went  on  together,  still  following  the  Southern  Cross  and 
still  searching  for  the  Man  of  Gold.  They  found  him  near  by,  a 
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mighty  Indian  Chief  who  painted  his  body  with  gilt  and  who  pad- 
died  out  onto  the  lake  in  his  canoe  or  swam  in  its  waters,  changing 
the  deep  blue  to  a golden  radiance  as  the  siin  rays  caught  and  re- 
flected his  gilded  body.  And  so  they  found  their  El  Dorado,  but 
rather  than  having  satisfied  their  thirst  for  gold,  it  only  seemed  to 
increase  it,  and  wars,  and  later,  revolutions  and  insurrections 
followed,  and  today  in  this  great  south  country  many  small  nations 
are  struggling  to  rid  themselves  of  the  curse  of  this  inheritance. 

Hundreds  .of  years  before  the  Conquistadores,  three  other  great 
• men  met  on  a plain  outside  a city,  and  continuing  their  way  to- 
gether, and  following  a star,  they  found  not  a man  of  gold  but  the 
Man  of  God,  and  the  Love  and  Peace  and  Salvation  of  Him  were 
spread  through  the  earth  for  all  mankind,  because  of  that  Man. 

The  Southern  Cross  still  shines  in  the  southern  skies  and  won’t 
you  help  us  pray  that  even  as  hundreds  of  years  ago  it  led  the  way 
of  the  three  Conquistadores  to  El  Dorado,  it  may  now  stand  forth 
as  a new  symbol,  leading  this  land  to  the  Man  of  God,  not  as  a saint 
among  saints,  but  as  the  only  Saviour  and  the  King  of  Kings? 


The  Ancient  and  Honorable  Order 
of  Nimble  Ones 

This  is  a Go-getter,  up-and-coming,  peppy,  aggressive, 
live-wire,  alert  Outfit.  It  transacts  business  morning, 
noon  and  night,  day  in  and  day  out,  during  meals,  at  work 
or  at  play,  sitting  down,  standing  up  or  on  the  run.  The 
members  of  the  order  are  two-fisted,  up-standing,  on-the- 
job  FOUNDERS.  The  membership  is  increasing  daily. 
Thirty  have  joined  up  during  the  past  two  weeks  and  the 
Old  Members  are  climbing  Upward  into  the  “Inner  Courts” 
of  the  Order.  Are  YOU  a member  of  the  Ancient  and 
Honorable  Order  of  Nimble  Ones?  And  if  you  aren’t 
shame  on  you.  To  the  Faithful  I would  say  '"Forward  to 
the  Candle  Stick  and  Moon  Degrees F IT  SHALL,B  Y THE 
PINK  TOED  PROPHET,  IT  SHALL  BE  DONE.  Lose 
no  time.  Forward  Nimble  Ones. 


— WADJEPI,  L.  H.  P. 
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Kinji’s  Column 


'^HAT  a wonderful  thing  it  is  to  see 
folks  that  you  know  and  love  doing 
big,  worth-while  things  in  the  world’s 
life.  How  more  wonderful  it  is  to 
see  the  individuals,  whose  early  beginnings 
you  were  identified  with,  doing  these  truly  big 
things.  “A  decade,”  someone  has  said,  “is 
long  enough  to  prove  the  correctness  of  the 
average  theory”  and  in  our  case,  at  least,  it 
has  been  long  enough.  Twelve  years  ago, 
some  of  us  dared  to  put  our  theory  to  the 
testing.  Some  of  us  wrote  and  spoke  to  this 
end — that  “ Young  people  could  do  anything 
that  older  people  could  do  and  could  do  it  just  as  well,  if  only  they  were 

taught  how.”  Our  belief  in  this 
theory  was  so  strongly  placed  that 
the  First  Older  Boys’  and  Older 
Girls’  Camp-Conferences  were  plan- 
ned and  set  in  motion.  Thirty- 
seven  and  forty-nine  in  the  respec- 
tive enrollments  of  these  enterprises  was  a meager  start,  and  the 
increase  in  the  immediate  following  years  was  in  small  ratio.  But 
they  proved  the  dictum  of  Christian  Leadership  Training  among 
youth  and  the  life  of  the  church  and  community — even  if  a decade 
be  only  ten  years — is  the  richer  because  of  them.  Christian  trained 
youth  has  found  its  way  into  all  the  vocations  of  life  to  make  them 
full-time  Christian  vocations  and  to  prepare  the  way  of  the  king- 
dom. The  ministry,  law,  medicine,  teaching,  banldng,  manu- 
facturing, business,  agriculture,  building,  nursing,  homemaking, 
etc.,  have  felt  the  impact  of  a Camp-Conference  trained  youth. 

The  march  of  ten  thousand  marching  feet  make  the  rhythm  of  the 
Jesus  Way  of  Living  a new  note  in  these  Christian  vocations.  Were 
it  permissable,  it  would  be  a pleasure  to  stop  and  mention  these 
Founder-Crusaders  by  name  in  every  line  of  the  Nation’s  busy  life. 
Our  attention,  however,  in  this  issue  of  The  Founders’  Four-Folder 
is  centered  on  those  of  our  camper  number  across  the  seas  in  the 


Anything  a man  or 
woman  can  do,  a boy  or 
girl  can  do  well — 
ifjtaught  how. 
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common  adventure  of  our  fellowship — our  so-called  Missionary 
Comrades.  We  honor  with  our  thought  those  among  us,  who  loving 
home  and  kindred  as  much  as  we,  yet  hearing  the  call  of  the  World’s 
dark  need  became  ministry  and  law  and  medicine  and  teaching 
and  banking  and  manufacturing  and  business  and  agriculture 
and  building  and  nursing  and  home-making  and  all  Christian 
vocations  and  our  messengers  of  the  Jesus  Way  to  those,  whom 
not  seeing  we  would  help. 

Would  it  be  amiss  to  mention  a few  of  them  by 
The  Roll  of  name?  Martha  Whitlock,  now  Mrs.  Ensign  but 

Our  always  our  Nigan  of  1914.  She  of  the  black  hair 

Missionary  and  the  steady  purpose  and  the  questioning 

Comrades  tongue  as  she  eyed  need.  Eleanor  Barlow,  now 

Mrs.  Marker  but  our  sunny  Eleanor  whom  we 
needed  so  much  ourselves  but  whose  ear  was  always  hearing  the 
Macedonian  call.  Ruth  Caldwell,  our  Ruth  Caldwell  from  the 
fertile  farms  of  Illinois,  who  from  the  farm  heard  more  than  we  of 
urban  life  and  dreamed  of  world  redemption.  And  Florence  John- 
son of  Minnesota,  now  Mrs.  Nygaard  but  our  beloved  “Johnny” 
and  redheaded  chief  of  chiefs.  She  who  had  all  things,  even  to  the 
crown  of  the  Norman  conquest  and  all  our  hearts  but  “reckoned 
it  not  to  be  grasped  at”  for  Jesus’  sake.  Walter  Mueller,  student- 
crusader  and  social  reformer,  ever  ready  to  enter  the  jousts  for 
conviction  sake!  And  others!  Out  in  China  and  India  and  Persia 
and  South  America,  in  strange  other  lands  than  ours  and  in  the 
islands  of  the  sea!  Living  and  teaching  the  Jesus  Way  and  inter- 
preting it  in  the  voice  of  the  needs  of  customs  and  habits  and  souls 
of  other  climes.  Is  there  not  a thrilling  sense  of  comradeship  with 
such  comrades — they  and  us  messengers  or  missioners  of  the  same 
way  of  life,  wherever  we  are. 

It  is  only  the  other  day,  since  we  shared  each  other  by  the  Lake. 
There  we  met  our  Older  Brother  as  He  walked  beside  our  sea,  and 
there  we — each  of  us — heard  His  Call.  Some  of  us  He  named 
Home  Missionaries  and  some  He  made  Ambassadors  extraordinary 
to  lands  called  foreign — but  each  to  the  living  of  the  Jesus  Way 
where  He  determined.  Such  a comradeship  cannot  be  broken  and 
some  day  again  we  shall  meet  by  the  Big  Waters  of  Miniwanca  or 
the  laughing,  tumbling,  foaming  waters  of  Lost  Brook  Glen  at 
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Merrowvista.  Then  shall  we  tell  of  the  business 
Present  Contacts  of  The  King  and  of  the  comrades  that  we  have 
and  Hoped-For  added  to  His  Way.  How  happy  we  are  to 

Reunions  think  of  such  a possible  reunion.  The  Found- 

ers’ Four-Folder  brings  us  new  contacts  from 
much  loved  friends,  this  month.  Here  is  my  hand  and  heart  again, 
comrade  of  mine  as  you  livingly  work  for  Him. 

Ages  and  ages  ago  it  was  written — 

''And  he  shall  see  of  the  travail  of  his  soul, 

And  shall  be  satisfied '' 

Only  a man  who  saw  himself  live  again  in  younger  lives  could  think 
that — even  of  the  Master.  And  he  was  right  as  right  can  be.  The 
Master  of  Men  sees  Himself  again  in  our  Comrades  and  we,  who 
carried  on  at  the  Lake,  see  ourselves  again  and  the  travail  of  our 
souls — and  we  are  satisfied. — [J.  L.  A. 


I 

See  the  small 
boy  watching  the 
big  boy?  The  big 
boy  is  YOU;  the 
small  boy  is  one 
of  your  little 
Founder  brothers. 
There  are  thou- 
sands of  them  al- 
ready on  the  trail.  - 
For  their  sakes 
DIVE  IN  and 
make  your  goal 
during  the  Trea.s- 
ure  Hunt.  The 
little  Founders  of 
coming  days  are 
banking  on  you. 
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Adventuring  in  the  Jesus  Way  in  China 

Excerpts  from  a letter 
from  Founder  Ruth  Caldwell,  Business 
Administrator  of  Isabella  Fisher  Hospital  in  Tientsin,  China. 

® are  near  enough  to  the  war  to  hear  firing.  It  is  only 
about  eight  miles  from  here  and  at  some  places  in  Tientsin 
the  windows  rattle  from  the  force  of  the  shells.  No  mails  are 
going  to  Pekin  and  the  city  is  absolutely  without  foreign  news  b^ 
cause  trains  are  not  running  and  the  wires  are  all  down.  We  still  get 
news  for  this  is  a port  city.  The  natives  are  panic  stricken  so  we  have 
closed  Keen  School  for  a time — we  hope  it  will  be  a very  short  time 
however.  But  the  girls  stayed  at  home  in  great  numbers  and  those 
who  came  in  the  mornings  would  be  called  home  by  noon,  thereby  mak- 
ing the  remaining  ones  more  panicky.  So  we  decided  to  close  for 
a few  days  and  await  developments.  The  girls  fear  not  so  much 
the  change  of  armies,  but  the  looting  of  the  retreaters  before  they 
leave  the  city.  So  far  we  have  felt  little  alarm,  and  we  hope  to  stay 
here  all  the  time  until  it  is  all  over.  The  hospital  is  full  of  patients 
and  of  course  the  whole  compound  could  not  be  left  alone. 

The  streets  are  just  packed  with  Chinese  moving  into  the  foreign 
concessions.  There  are  coolies,  carriers,  carts,  carriages,  rickshas 
and  cars  all  piled  high  with  everything,  from  vases,  mirrors,  clocks, 
to  stoves  and  the  carved  chest  out  of  the  best  room  in  the  house. 
We  hear  that  every  hotel  is  full  to  overflowing,  while  servants’ 
quarters  are  at  a premium  to  be  used  as  houses  for  native  city 
residents.  We,  of  course,  are  situated  in  the  native  city  but  are  in 
constant  touch  with  the  American  Consul  who  will  let  us  know  if 
we  are  in  danger.  The  15th  Infantry  U.  S.  A.  are  very  close  and 
the  U.  S.  boat  Ashville  is  in  the  harbor/  so  we  feel  fairly  safe. 


Ruth’s  sister  Esther,  who  was  a member  of  the  Guardians  Class 
of  1919  joined  Ruth  this  past  summer  in  Tientsin  and  is  teaching 
in  Keen  School — an  Anglo-Chinese  Boarding  School. 
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I.  Pepum  Upp  Says  His  Final  Say 


Well,  Founders,  we  have  arrived.  This  is  THE 
WEEK  of  February  1-8;  the  BIG  week.  The  Big 
Drive  is  on,  and  I can  just  tell  you  if  is  going  to  be 
a real  Drive,  if  the  reports  that  are  coming  in  from 
many  Go-Getter  Founders  are  an  indication  of  what 

is  going  to  happen.  On  the 
Anvil  of  Hard  Work,  and 
with  the  hammer  of  enthu- 
siasm, loyalty  and  team- 
play,  the  Founders  are  going 

to  forge  out  a victory  of  which  every  Founder  wiH 
be  proud. 

The  Chiefs  are  on  the  war  path  and  the  Braves  are  right  back  of  them  to 
the  limit,  and  they  will  not  stop  until  they  have 
hammered  out  a complete  victory  for  their  respective 
tribes. 


I just  wish  you  could  see  some  of  the  letters  that  are 
coming  into  the  Foundation  office.  Man,  oh  man, 
but  they  are  great.  Here’s  a paragraph  from  one  of 
them.  “The  Treasure  Hunt  is  simply  going  to  hum. 

Already  I've  plans  to  head  it  up.  And  folks  are 
ready  to  work.  It!s  just  the  word  GO  in  meeting 
of  the  Braves  that  they’re  waiting  for.  So  far  as  I 
personally  am  concerned  my  goal  is  $350  and  I’ll  just 
tell  you  I will  get  more  than  $400.  B’lieve  me!’’ 
That’s  what  you  call  hitching  your  wagon  to  a star. 

Isn’t  that  great?  She’ll  make  it  too,  based  on  her 
record  of  previous  years. 


Another  Founder  writes  “Quick,  shoot  me  200  of  the  folders  ‘We  are 
American  Youth’,  also  200  pledge  cards’’  and  “Hap’’  Craig  rushed  a 
card  to  the  office  saying  “So  far  I have  gotten  only 
two  folders  and  cards  for  the  Annual  Treasure  Hunt. 

I’ve  used  those  and  could  have  used  more.  However, 

I do  want  more  in  order  to  complete  my  part  in  the 
Hunt.’’  These  are  just  a few  samples  of  the  enthusi- 
asm and  “fighting  spirit’’  of  the  Founders. 

You  are  one  of  that  “Fighting  Founder’’  bunch. 

And  believe  me  I’m  proud  to  meet  up  with  an  outfit  like  you.  You  are 
fighters  and  team-workers.  When  you  go  after  the  ball  you  get  it,  for  you 
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play  for  the  sheer  joy  of  playing.  And  that’s 
the  kind  of  playing  that  wins  games.  I’ve 
seen  a lot  of  Founders  since  I began  reporting 
these  Treasure  Hunts,  and  every  one  I have 
met  is  a real,  red-blooded,  hard  working,  effi- 
cient fellow  or  girl.  You  have  a reputation 
all  over  this  continent  for  the  snappy,  effi- 
cient way  that  you  do  things. 

No  little  shrinking  violet  stuff 
for  you.  Your  big  words  are 
“pep,”  “determination,” 

“aggressi ve  ness” 

“Alertness,”  “Co- 
operation,” and 
“Service.” 

You  are  all  proud  of  your  connection  with 
each  other.  You  are  all  proud  of  your  Camp 

Conferences  and  you  are  particularly  proud  and  happy  that  you  are  an 
older  boy  or  older  girl  Founder  just  when  this  big  piece  of  “Foundational” 
work  is  being  done.  Think!  if  you  had  been  born  ten  years  later,  you  would 
not  have  had  this  Big  Chance  to  write  your  name  into  the  “begin- 
nings” of  this  great  youth  leadership  training  movement. 


So  come  on  you  fighting  warriors,  you  are  right 
now  in  the  thick  of  the  battle.  Give  a good  husky 
yell  for  your  tribe,  for  your  tent  (just  as  you  did 
last  summer  in  the  Eating  Lodge),  and  go  to  it  for 
the  biggest  piece  of  hard  work  and  service  you  have 
ever  done.  When  I go  on  my  annual  world  tour 
I want  you  to  give  me  something  to  talk  about  all 
around  this  good  old  world.  You’ll  do  it  too,  or  my 
name  isn’t  I Pepum  Upp,  which  is  what  it  is. 

To  the  best  bunch  of  warriors  in  America,  from 
your  friend, 

I.  PEPUM  UPP. 


Let’s  Go!  Go!  Go! 
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1 - 8 


THE  BIG  WEEK 


Fm  Counting  on  You 
For  Your  Dead  Level  Best 


The  Founders  Four~Folder 

SUBSCRIPTION  BLANK 


Enolosed  find  $0.50  covering  my  subscription  to  The  Founders  Four  Folder, 
Name— , . 


Address 

(Give  full  mailing  address) 


FOUNDERS’  ENROLLMENT  BLANK 


I attended  the  Older  Boys — Girls  Camp-Conference  in.. (year),  and  want  to  help 

perpetuate  the  type  of  Four-fold  life  traimng  that  I received  in  camp,  by  registering  as  a Founder 
in  the  (IJhristian  Leadership  Training  Division  of 

THE  AMERICAN  YOUTH  FOUNDATION 

My  Fovmder  contribution  will  be: 

(By  oheoklns  any  one,  or  all  of  the  following  items,  you  wili  be  enrolled  as  a Founder  of  The  American  Youth 
Foundation  and  will  receive  a handsome  Founders'  Certificate.  (Note.— New  Founders  of  1925  will  use  thb 
same  registration  form.) 

□ Registering  personally  in  the  Foundation  Camps  of  1925. 

□ Contributing  personally,  and  interesting  friends  to  contribute  to  the  support  of  the  work  of  The  Americau 
Youth  Foundation. 

□ Serving  as  a personal  representative  of  The  American  Youth  Foundation  in  my  community  in  the  important 
work  of  salaoting  outstanding  oider  bojrs  and  girls  to  attend  the  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Con- 
ferences. 

□ Serving  as  a leader  in  The  American  Youth  Foundation  Camp-Conferences. 

Signed 

Address 

(Give  full  mailing  address) 


GAMP  APPLICATION 


—THE  FOUNDERS*  CAMPS— 

1601  Peoples  Life  Bldg.  130  N.  Wells  Street,  Chicago,  111. 


Wm.  H.  Danforth,  President 
Walter  Scott  Atheam,  Vice-President 
Lansing  F.  Smith,  Treasurer 


John  L.  Alexander,  IHrector 
P.  G.  Orwig,  Associate  Director 
R.  A.  Waite,  Associate  Direetmr 


I herewith  make  application  for  enrollment  inJThe  American  Youth  Foundation  Older 

(Boys’  or  Qirls’) 

Camp-Conference  for  the  season  of subject  to  all  conditions  of  the  Camp  management.  Bnolosed  find 

$1.00  covering  advance  registration  fee.  Balance  of  registration  fee  (S2.00)  to  be  paid  when  requested. 


Name.... 

Street 

Address.. 

Citj’ 

Age 


(R^t  I^tten) 


Father’s  (or  mother’s) 


State  or  Provinee- 

.last  birthday,  month day 


Recommended  by , . . , . . 

Signature  and  position  of  guarantor 

If  appBoant  has  not  yet  subscribed  for  THE  FOUNDERS  FOUR-FOLDER,  enclose  additional  $0.50  te 
sover  oubeeription.  Make  all  checks  and  money  orders  payable  to  The  American  Youth  Foundation. 
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